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A SOLDIER’S MEMORIES

CHAPTER I

A SANDHURST DUEL, AND OTHER LIGHT
ADVENTURES

Sandhurst in 1877—Willyum—The Provocation—The Challenge—
Swords or Pistols—Preparations—The Duel—Death of Craw-
ford—His Bequests—Flight to France—The Police—Resur-
rection—A Matter of Labour—The Plan of Campaign—The
Problem of Exit—Arrived at the Scene of Action—The First
Success—Five more Successes-—Consigned to a Watery Grave—
To Bed at Dawn—Why Nothing Happened—Truth Will Out—
My Sister Dolly—Milk in Paper Bags—A Dastardly Attack—
Another Splendid Tea—Dolly Goes Back to Town—Great
Strides in Topography—A Tidy Little Girl—An Eyeglass in
Pursuit—Sherry and Lemonade—The Oak Grove—A Meeting
on Parade

HIS is not an autobiography, and there-

fore will not deal with the nursery and

early youth. These are merely the memories
of a soldier, and as such cannot perhaps more
appropriately begin than at Sandhurst, in 1877.
If I call to mind the lighter side of Sandhurst life,
it is not because there were no serious aspects ; but
rather because in our lighter moods we may possibly
be of more interest than when portrayed in the hot
pursuit of military lore.

During my time there was at Sandhurst a fellow
cadet who was rather a simple young man, but
withal very good-natured, so he in due course was
taken up by the brighter spirits as a subject on
whom to exercise their wit and fancy. To this end,
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and as the result of a conspiracy, another gentleman-
cadet of mild exterior was invited, and incited, to
call the simple gentleman-cadet aforesaid,—who
went by the name of Willyum,—a Liar, no less, in
the largest type, and with the greatest publicity
and emphasis. This he accordingly did. But
Willyum, to our chagrin, looked at him with great
blandness and condescension, and without the least
annoyance remarked :

“ Oh, no, not quite all that, old boy!”

This was in the days before it was customary to
call our best friends liars, as a term of endearment.

“Yes you are, you are a—let’s see—sanguinary
Liar, and I don’t mind who hears me say so,”
vociferated the mildly exteriored confederate.

“ Well, of course, if you say so, I suppose I am,”
assented Willyum with great amiability.

But this would not do at all, there was distinct
danger of a fiasco; so the bystanders, gentlemen-
cadets simply pining to wade in someone else’s gore,
for the honour of the cloth, exclaimed with one
accord :

“This cannot be, my dear fellow, you simply
cannot allow a fellow to call you a damned liar to
your face.”

“Can’t1?” said Willyum, much perplexed. “Then
what the doose am I todo ?”

“Do! Do? Great Heavens! Why, call him out
at once,” his mentors advised. ‘‘ You must re-
member that as a gentleman-cadet you are, though
not quite an officer, yet very nearly a gentleman,
and you really must not stand insults of this sort.”

“Oh! Ah! indeed, um! Ought to call him
out ? What, to fight ? You don’tsayso? I can’t
box for nuts,” replied Willyum, with a pale and
weary grin ; for the gravity of the situation was
dawning on him.

“Boxing! Lord love us! Boxing! There is,
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needless to say, only one way to wipe out an insult
like this, and that is with a sabre, or a pistol,”
chorused the onlookers in virtuous indignation.
Never, assuredly, were so many shocked and out-
raged people gathered together.

“Must I really ?” asked the now unhappy
Willyum. “ I’'m sure he didn’t mean it.” (*‘ Yes, I
did,” from the other gentleman.) ‘‘And anyway, I
have not the least desire to kill him, and don’t
suppose he is particularly desirous of downing me.”
(““ Not so sure,” from the ferocious antagonist.)

“Yes,” replied the strictly chivalrous crowd,
‘““ unless he apologises to you, you are bound to call
him out.”

““ And he has choice of weapons,” added a seasoned
old dueller of about seventeen summers.

So friend Willyum was hurried off to the College ;
and thence, by hand of his Second, sent a challenge
to mortal combat to Crawford. Unless, of course,
Crawford would apologise and withdraw the
objectionable epithet.

Crawford returned a scornful reply, and chose
pistols.

The Seconds then selected a secluded spot in the
pine woods, up behind the hospital. Where, so
they explained to Willyum, the shots were not
likely to be heard by the Officers ; and where also
the soil was light and easily dug; or as an alter-
native the hospital was near. The hour chosen was
tea-time, which, though not an obligatory meal,
claimed the attention of most gentlemen-cadets,
and all the Officers. Thus too much publicity would
be avoided.

On the fatal afternoon, therefore, by devious
routes, the two parties, accompanied by a medical
student, guest of one of the gentlemen-cadets,
assembled at the selected and secluded spot. It
was not so secluded, however, but that some
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spectators stalked them through the woods and
heather, and lying close were witnesses of the
tragedy.

Willyum was pale, but firm. Crawford was
gloomy, but determined.

The Seconds loaded the pistols, and gave one to
each of the combatants. They then placed them
back to back, and instructed them carefully in their
duties. On a given word they were each to take
six paces to their front, turn round, and fire.

‘““But suppose he goes quicker than I do,”
objected Crawford, ‘“and turns round and plugs
me in the back before I am ready?”

““ That is arranged for,” replied the Seconds with
great dignity; “ we shall give the time—one, two,
three, four, five, six—in slow time.”

“ Are you ready ?”’ asked both Seconds; and
the medical student took hasty shelter behind the
nearest tree.

Then : ““Slow march! One, two, three, four,
five, six.”

There were two simultaneous bangs, and Craw-
ford was seen to stagger, and fall. Indeed, he died
very nicely. He forgave Willyum for having shot
him, and asked to press his hand. He left messages
for his mother, and bequeathed his fox-terrier to
me, and his watch to his soldier servant.

Then we hurried Willyum from the horrid scene.
He was in a distinctly dazed condition, and could
not for the life of him think how he came to make
so deadly a shot. The last that he recollected was
that when he pulled the trigger beyond recall, the
pistol was point-blank on to one of the Seconds.
Well, anyway, there it was, and he was infernally
sorry ; and what on earth was he to do ?

It immediately occurred to all that when one
man killed another in a duel he invariably “ flew to
France,” or anyway, ‘“fled the country.” So we
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advised Willyum that the best thing he could do
was to fly to France ; and that he had better go and
pack his clothes at once, before the police, like
sleuth-hounds, were on his track. We also magnani-
mously agreed that we would make up a purse
between us to assist him in his flight.

We then locked him into his room to pack, leaving
a gentleman-cadet with him to see that he did not
hang himself, or do anything else foolish, and our-
selves mounted guard outside.

Just as Willyum had finished packing, and had
been disguised with a corked moustache, there came
a thundering knock at the door.

“My God! The Police!” exclaimed Willyum,
and made for the window, with his guardian gentle-
man-cadet hanging on to him in determined manner.

“Don’t be an idiot, my good ass! It is a thirty
feet drop ! ”

Another thundering knock at the door, and
imminent signs of its bursting through.

““Who is there ? ”’ asked Willyum, in a voice of
stern despair.

““Why, I am, you old Juggins ! ” yelled the loud
and cheerful voice of the corpse.

Perhaps no one in his life was ever so glad to see
a corpse as was Willyum on that historic occasion.
He literally hugged that corpse, and at once took
him off, and the seconds and the guard too, to the
ante-room bar to drink his own health.

True, there was some slight coldness between
Crawford and myself over the fox-terrier which he
had bequeathed to me. He had also considerable
difficulty in extracting his watch from his soldier
servant, to whom it had at once been given with
great and spontaneous magnanimity, to that worthy
fellow’s intense astonishment.

Thus ended the famous Sandhurst duel.
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If there was one thing a gentleman-cadet of those
days loathed more than another, it was what was
called ‘“ digging.” That is to say, by the sweat of
one’s brow, and with picks and shovels, making
earthen entrenchments.

“T’d rather lie starko in the open, and take my
bally chance,” was the prevailing sentiment.

That was because it was part of our daily curric-
ulum (to use the chaste language of the War Office
regulations), and therefore ipso facto a matter for
severe reprobation. But to get up in the middle of
the night, and at that unseemly hour to undertake
manual labour of the severest type, just because
we were supposed to be asleep in nice warm beds,
that was a different matter. That was fruit from
the forbidden tree, and therefore a source of immense
satisfaction to all concerned.

It matters not who first thought of it, men of the
greatest genius lie in unknown graves; but his
suggestion was that on the last night of our stay as
guests of Her Majesty, at the Royal Military College,
a select and secret party should rise in the middle
of the night, get out of College (no mean feat), go
down to York Town, dig up one of the lamp-posts,
and throw it into the lake.

The exact object of this feat is not quite apparent
to a maturer intellect. The lamp-posts did not
belong to the War Office, nor to the Instructors or
Professors at the Royal Military College; all of
whom were, of course, by tradition and custom, our
natural enemies. No, the lamp-posts merely be-
longed to the City Fathers of York Town, whom we
did not even know by sight, much less against whom
had we a legitimate cause of complaint. They were
also buried deep in macadam and concrete; and
the hour selected was midnight, in the not too
sultry month of December. Once, however, the
conspiracy was started there were no lack of volun-
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teers to man the undertaking, but naturally a very
deadly secrecy had to be observed, or all might
have been discovered and the plot frustrated.

Finally a storming party of eight was chosen to
do the actual work in hand ; whilst any others who
cared to sneak out and see the fun might do so, on
their own.

To get out of the College was the first problem
that faced the strategists. The windows facing the
lake were all too high, and moreover there was the
quarter-guard just inside the main entrance, and
patrols prowling about. The lower windows in all
the back wings faced a broad and deep area, with
spiked railings opposite ; whilst the Sergeant-In-
structors and their families slept in the basement
below. That did not seem very promising either,
though a plank was secured and placed handy, and
some stout rope from the bridging stores was also
carefully concealed. However, a scouting party
found a still better way, for on proceeding down to
the kitchen, with great caution and a dark lantern,
they found the whole place absolutely deserted, and
a safe and easy exit from it near the corner of the
old chapel.

So far so good. Next, by a circuitousroad through
the Oak Grove, the marauders reached the main and
only street of York Town. Here it was found that
an economical and thoughtful municipality had put
out all the lights after midnight, with the laudable
intention of saving gas. But as a regrettable
sequence, they unfortunately lost a lot of it that
night. The lamp-post selected for attack was in a
secluded corner, just past the end of the Terrace,
where everything was as silent as the grave. But
first picquets were posted up and down the road to
keep a look-out for roaming policemen, or other
undesirable persons.

Then the work began, and it is really extra-
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ordinary what a fearsome noise to guilty ears a
pickaxe makes, on a metalled road, on a still and
frosty night. One would have thought the whole
village, as well as all the Officers living in the
Terrace, would have been awakened with one
accord ; but they slept like the Seven-and-seventy
Sleepers.

‘“ Can’t you muffle, or muzzle, the blamed thing ? ”
asked the leader of the party in a fierce, hoarse
whisper.

““No, I can’t, sonny. You just come and try.
Why the blessed thing’s set in adamant at least.
I haven’t made a scratch yet.”

It took many reliefs, and a good deal of honest
sweat, and hard words; and caused several pairs
of blistered hands, before the lamp-post showed the
least sign of rocking.

“ Now then, chuck the rope over the top, and
haul all,” ordered the bandit leader.

“T say, shan’t we blow up the whole bally town
if we break the pipes like this?’’ enquired an
anxious voice. It belonged to the gentleman-cadet
who was an adept at “ Stinks,” as chemistry was
elegantly called.

“By Jove, there is something in that,” agreed
one or two.

“ Hang the town,” declared the reckless leader ;
‘““take a haul! ” :

In about sixty seconds that lamp-post was lying
low, and the conspirators felt big men.

‘“ Let’s have another down,”” suggested one of the
more adventurous.

“Yes, come on, let’s!”’ chorused all.

This time a much more prominent and public
lamp-post was selected, and that too after severe
labour came down—plank.! And yet not a mouse
stirred, nor a dog barked.

Finally six lamp-posts lay moribund, and from
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six pipe ends was escaping, in large quantities, the
precious gas of the citizens.

Everyone was pretty tired, and it was now
getting on towards morning, when someone sug-
gested :

“Let’s chuck them into the lake ! ”’

Carried nem. con.

So, after more strenuous labour, all six lamp-
posts were put into a flat-bottomed fishing punt
there was on the lake, and this was paddled out to
the island and the lamp-posts were dropped over-
board in about six feet, or more, of water.

Then back all, hard as hard could run, for dawn
was perilously close.

Happily cooks are not early birds, so the kitchen
was safely passed, and an hour’s hard-earned sleep
was secured before Réveillé sounded.

Most of us were due to leave by early trains, but
it was really more than could be resisted to go down
to York Town before departing, to see ‘‘ what was
happening.”

Happening ! why absolutely nothing! The gas
in ordinary course had been turned off at the main,
and though passers-by noticed in a casual way that
a lamp-post here and there was absent, it did not
strike them as anything extraordinary. Merely been
taken up for repair, or to be re-sited, they thought.
It wasn’t till we were all safe in London that a bit
of a stir began to arise about those lamp-posts.
But after a time we heard that the whole matter
had settled down into a sort of dark and gloomy
mystery, and one which the most cunning police
could not unravel.

That story was frequently told for many years
to one’s friends, but always with the secret con-
viction that none of them believed it. A bigger-
liar-than-he-looks sort of attitude they assumed.
However, truth will out of the deepest well. Whilst
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we were at the Staff College, years later, the Sand-
hurst lake was drained, for some settled purpose ;
to kill off the pike, or maybe search for a corpse.
And there sure enough, over against the island,
resting peacefully at the bottom of the lake, were
our six lamp-posts !

One of our batch of cadets made up admirably as
a girl, and a very handsome girl to boot, so we had
a good deal of fun with her. Her first female appear-
ance in public was as my sister, though as candid
friends remarked, she was a doosed sight too good-
looking to be any relative of mine. By way of trial
run we worked her off first on the Under-Officer of
our Division. Everything went off capitally, and
about four of us got a free and gorgeous tea at the
expense of the Under-Officer.

After tea the Under-Officer most politely took
‘““my sister,” Dolly by name, and showed her round
the lecture-rooms, and ante-rooms, and dining-
rooms, in all of which she showed a most intelligent
and ladylike interest. But the most unfortunate
thing happened towards the end of such a happy
day. In those days gentlemen-cadets used to buy
milk down at the pantry, and carried it up to their
rooms in paper bags. No one has ever before, or
since, seen or heard of milk being carried in paper
bags ; but there, and then, it was a cadet custom.

In the course of our promenade, whilst we were
going along a passage below a flight of stairs, there
chanced to be up the flight of stairs a dastardly
fellow, who had recognised the lady as being a
particular friend and trigonometrical collaborator.
So by way of showing his affection and appreciation
he dropped his paper bag of milk, with extraordinary
precision, straight on top of a very chaste and costly
erection she had on her head. The result was a most
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unladylike roar, a flow of the most ungentlemanly
abuse, and picking up her skirts she just skipped
up the stairs after that unrighteous fellow like a
lamp-lighter. That blew the gaff, as the vulgar
say, in so far as the Under-Officer was concerned, but
he turned out a valuable ally in our next venture.

This was no lesser prey than the Officer of our
Division ; a bit of a lady’s man, bien entendu. Here
we scored a complete success from beginning to end,
and incidentally secured another simply splendid
tea for nothing. True, we nearly had hysterics over
the profuse politeness of our host to a lady, whom
he had that morning told off with great severity for
slackness on parade.

We were again shown all the lecture halls, especi-
ally the chief guest’s own; and ante-rooms and
mess rooms. But we took exceeding good care to
keep clear of possible traps and staircases, and
avoided congregations of our fellow cadets with
considerable craft. The chief trouble arose when
the Officer insisted on walking down to the station
with us, for ““ my sister ” Dolly was by way of going
back to Town. Even that difficulty was however
surmounted, and out of our scanty pocket-money
we bought her a return ticket to Woking, and
fervently prayed she would be back before next
roll-call.

The Officer evidently thought me rather wanting
in brotherly affection in not kissing my sister
tenderly as we parted, and himself warmly pressed
her hand, and gave her The Queen and other female
fodder to read in the train. All the way back to the
College he kept saying what a nice girl my sister
was ; and we kept changing the subject to football,
or any blamed thing. It was really rather touching
how fond of me that gallant fellow became during
the rest of the term, and what immense strides I
made in the art of topography.
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Our last, and perhaps most successful, endeavour,
was at the expense of a fellow-cadet. He was one
of those dashing fellows who loved the ladies, all of
them, with all his heart. And every little bit of
bunting that appeared on his horizon he set sail
after. So we again dressed up our good-looking
comrade, this time as rather a nice, tidy-looking
little girl from—well, anywhere, but not my sister
this time. With infinite care we smuggled her out,
and about dusk let her slip in York Town. As luck
would have it, she had not walked more than once
up and once down, when the gentleman-cadet with
the large heart espied her, and screwing his eye-
glass firm in, gave instant pursuit.

““ Good evening,” cavalierly.

““ Good evening,” prudishly.

““ Going for a walk ? ”’ ingratiatingly.

“Yes,” artlessly.

“May I come too ? ”’ with easy nonchalance.

“ You may please yourself,” with invitation.

““1 say, you are jolly pretty, you know. Let’s go
in and have a drink at the ‘ Swan.” ”

“Thanks, I don’t mind if I do. Sherry-and-
lemonade, please.” This was rather heroic.

After the sherry-and-lemonade they came back
through York Town, and branched off towards the
Oak Grove ; very carefully, and discreetly, stalked
behind hedgerows, by quite a respectable crowd of
indiscreet onlookers.

Arrived at the Oak Grove, the fond couple seated
themselves on the greensward at the foot of an
ancient oak, and the old, old story was told again,
in moving fashion. Though we were all rather
fearful lest our girl’s mess trousers might peep out
from the bottom of her skirts ; long skirts happily
in those days, and the exhibition of an ankle an
unpardonable sin.

Still, accidents do happen even in the best managed
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dramas, in moments of abandon, or carelessness.
However, our girl was a model of careful discretion,
and kept the red stripe tidily below. But even the
most finished actor cannot bear the strain too long,
esI()iecially with a lot of idiots giggling behind the
hedge.

“Well, T must be going now, duckie,”” she said
sweetly.

““Oh, no, darling, stay a little longer, won’t you ?
There is heaps of time.”

‘“Oh, no, there ain’t. I've got to mind me p’s
and q’s and be in early, or mother goes on fthat, and
so does father. And as for my brother Tom, ’e’d
kill me straight if ’e saw me now, and you too.”

‘“ Ferocious fellow, begad. Eh! What? Well,
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